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OTHEE THINGS 
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Havin& from childhood met, now and then, 
and listened to the Muse of Numbers, the writer 
offers here a few of the few things that he has 
learned, at different times, from her, and hojies 
that they may not be thought too many. 

Several of the pieces in thia book, he does 
not count as poetry ; they are here for their 
reli^oas character; some, he believes to have 
some worth as poetry. 

Lest the dates, put to most of them, should 
be thought to have been occasioned by a con- 
ceit or affectation, it is right to say that they 
are owing to a friend's discovery of a remark- 
able chance-likeness betweeu one of these, printed 
years ago, and a recent poem in a Magasane, 
One being dated, some others, at least, must 
be so ; and in the end, most of these pieces 
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(iv) 

have had the time at ivhleh they were written, 
given, after them. The general reader will be 
kind enough to paaa over these dates as harm- 
less ; some friends maj eveii find a slight in- 
terest in them. 
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I.OVE DISPOSED C 



Little Yem-s," p. U, SJ 1 
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AH ANTIIEM-CAROL FOR CHRISTMAS. 

Out of highest heaven dropping, 
Like tinkling raiti upon the aea 
Came sweet music, swelling, stopping ; 
' T was llie angt;ls' sj'mphony. 
" Glory be to God, on high ! " 
Ean like lightning round the sky : 
Tiien. like i-ain-drops full agen 
" Pt'uee on eartli, good-will to men ! " 
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FliESH HEARTS THAT FAILED THREE 
THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 

This little trageily sliaptd itself in my mind from the 
suggestion of two or three words in a note to a. Greek 
Author, as I remembored them, afterwards ; a poem ' hy 
a hoy' (without a name) was mentioned as having come 
down from earlier timee. 
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FRESH HEAETf 



THAT FAILED THREE THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 



A YOUTH lay near the fair gulPs * fringed shore ; 

The noise of Corinth scarcely came so far ; 

But landward sounds, tliat, when the day is o'er, 

Tell where blest homes and ended labors are. 

On the broad bay, behind, 

Lugged by the lazy wind, 

A freighted ship drew on, towards the evening-star, 



The little waters, as the daylight waned, 
Lagged up the beach, prattling with shell i 
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2 PRESH HEARTS THAT FAILED 

The eastern sky waa all with sunset stained, 

Where the two heads of that great mountain * shone. 

Lower, each vale and glade 

Drew in, to deeper shade, 

The eye of him that gazed from that far shore alone. 



Still lij, blight hued lii 111, holli fti iiid nide, 

All ^■lumhled i iy= the sun had thrown anaj , 

And, floating thuk on the iiight'i dewy tide, 

Came amells more sweet than fCLnt'- of lunning diy; 

And then a voice, — as fan 

As all the hest thins;', fheie, — 

Scarce startling him, old, gentle »we' t md sid as 

" Thou musest of the gifts tliat, yonder, wait 
Those whom tlie Gods do choose witii far-off ken : 
Castalia's spell,"(" and the rich, dreamy freight 
Laid on Sleep's shore,! for favored sons of men. 



* Monnt Parnassus, 
t Whoever drank of the water, 
t fia tliat slept upon Parnaa 
possBSPed by poetic inspiration , i 
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THREE THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 3 

I sought one sacred gift : ~ 
Ah ! Time's waves, strong and swift, 
Have swept bright looks and hopes, tliat made my 
world glad, then. 

" Beside a pool, where, still, two olives meet, 
Three-score years since, some Delphian * children 

We built our little mole and launclied our fleet, 
And then along the rippling margin strayed 
"Watching the voyage o'er, 
Till, at the farther shore. 

Our galleys, one by one, on the safe strand were 
laid. 

VI. 

" Mine, ever mine, was foremost in the race, 
Till, tired, our little maidens sat them down. 
Whispered apart, — then sang : — one, with bright 

face. 
Said, ' Let our poet wear a Pythian crown ! ' 

LB great templii of Apollo, 
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4 FEESH HEAHTS THAT FAILED 

They wove the dat'k-leavcd beech, 
Each helping, hindering eadi, 

Then, in child's triumph, all turned homeward to 
the town. 

"On huge Pun^sfus Imn^ a won ho i'* rioid — 
"VTe childien m'lrkeil it, — muLh like jon tut «how ; 
Again Alcestis spoke, hut ecaice aloud, 
'At times the mighty Shades do g^thei o 
(So did my mother say ;) 
They come not in the day, 

But in still iiight, to walk the high woods to and 
fro.' 

" Shades of the great old Greeks and Earbai-ous 

Whoe'ei on eaith hid loined -nmi, mighty ^ong 

At times by night thej nandered here, dnd then 

What poet tound the haunt of the dread throng 

On that hu mountain 'height, 

Ere dawn was lost in hght. 

That once, plueked fadeless floweis that to then realm 
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THEEE TnOTJSAND TEARS AGO. 5 

"My heart beat quickly, as we gazed and walked, 

For they had all praised my own childish rhyme ; 

Evadne, too, my sister, while we talked. 

Turned her full eyes, as if I, child, miglit climb 

Up to that haunted land ; 

Alcestis pressed my hand 

As if she felt my heart throb at the very time. 



"I lost our Pythian garland m the road, 
While we walked thoughtfully, 'ind sometnnes spake. 
The wondiou^ doud with the last sunlight ^^lowcl 
As yon cloud lately — might not we awake — 
We three, — from early le^t, 
And on the mountams breist 

Climb with fie&h hopetul J eiits hi?!i erp the day 
colli bie'ik ■' 

' Out ot glad dxy throuoli the liir porch of eve 
Our plajmales paaaed luto the halls of sleep 
I h tenel Icn^ fjr the y eit Imn to leave 
Its noiae an i watchfulnc a d 1 ng rest 1 eep 
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6 PRESH HEARTS THAT FAILED 

Then faltered forth, to gain 
The great god's awful fane, 

Scared by each far, lone cry, and the far, conscious 
deep. 

"I shimk betoie the cflumm do ktd witli h,hilf, 

And, shuddering, felt a tanning of greit wmg> 

I dared not that chill piesence to irn ide 

Dim with diead foims of god^ nnl guJlike liing^ 

I gasped my childish prajer 

I had no girland theie 

To oflei, To men Min thru £;ifts ind t,loiious things 



" Ere that fair night had reached her highest bound, 
We met and grasped each other's trembling hand ; 
With faltering whispers scaled the fearful ground. 
Three children where dread rocks and huge trees 

On high the broad moon rolled ; 
And her rays, white and cold, 

Fi-om darkness, here and there, scarce won the doubt- 
ful land. 
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THREE THOUSAND TEARS AGO. 7 

SIV. 

" We kept a torreiiL's course, and, trembling still, 
Went on and on, slarting and stopping oft : 
Sometimes we sat and wept, as children will, 
And my cheek felt Evadne's, wet and soft: 
' Home ! ' she would gently say, 
' Nay ! ' said Alcestis, ' nay ! ' 

And still we clambered on, through the dread woods, 
aloft. 

XV, 

" Hours, hours went on, and cold and darkness grew : 

Still, weary and afraid, we clambered fast. 

And dawn began 'to gray the night's deep blue : 

We gained the upper woods ! -^ The way was past ! 

Now need we only seek 

Where the two echoes spcalt, 

Above, below, at once, to fhid the flowers that last. 



" Our voices faltered, when wc strove to sing : 
We feared the trees, Ihe rocks, the quivering gloom : 
At length we dared our little hymn to fling 
Through tbe thin air, where shadowy horrors loom. 
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8 FKESII HEARTS THAT EAILED 

ho ! at the earliest souni5, 
The mystic spot was found, 

And ibere a high, smooth diff, crowned with undy- 
ing bloom. 

" Great characters upon the rock's high face 

Slowly we saw, in the dim dawning light ; 

' Men that were Makers,' * far up we could 

And then their names that had the Maker's might ; 

We thought not what great hand 

Had made those names to stand : 

We tLought that at the foot a boy's name we might 

" So, with weak hand, I sought to print the stone. 

The litlle maidens sitting at my side. 

' First,' said Alcestis, ' make the Howers thine own ! ' 

' Nay,' said Evadne, with a sister's pride, 

' Let our young poet's name 

Stand on this roll of fame ! ' 

So I, with hurrying hand, my weary labor piled. 

* "AR'APES nOHiTAI'' it may be read. 



bt Google 



THREE THOTISAHD YEAES AGO. it 

" Slowly the dawning grew, and slowly I 

Now wrought, now rested ; but Alcestis still 

Said, ' Gather fli-st the blooms that hang on high ! 

Day will be here ere tiiou this task fulfil ; 

Yon peak sees it afar, 

And yonder shrinking star; 

First gain the fadeless flowers, then woi-k here at 

thy will.' 

XX. 

" Four letters rudely in the stone were wrought. 

And could be read, 'A Boy,'* hut yet no name. 

' See,' said Aloestig, ' how the peak lias caught 

Already daylight : soon 't will he a-flame. 

It is act yet too late ! 

Mount where the bright flowers wiiit ; 

Flowers that, when thou art dead, will ever be the 



" I tried llie cliff, and climbed : my hands were sore. 
And I was tired : yet I strained up the height. 
The little maidens shouted, ' Yet onte more ! ' 

* TIATS'' — but aa yet no name, U may he read. 
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10 BRESH HEARTS THAT FAILED. 

I tried : I tritsd : I could not reacli them quite. 
And all ! behold on high, 
Ah! all across the sky, 

The day was come, at last, and dawn was lost in 
Ught. 

" My tears burst forth : in vain my sister said, 

'They are still there !'~I knew it was in yain. 

It was too late. — Aleestia hung her head. 

Sadly I came down to the earth, again. 

' Home I ' said Alcestia, now : 

Evadne kissed my brow ; 

And, by our torrent's course, we toiled down to the 

The little watei-s trickled down the beach. 

And landward soaoda feU, faintly, to tlieir rest. 

The dews were heavy, and that sad, soft speech 

Had ceased, just when the ear )iad liked it beat. 

The young man was alone, 

And great cool night was thrown 

Over wide earth and sea, from far east to far west. 
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THE DAYS OF SIN. 

Oh mournful, mournful time ! 
I prayed: but sin was there: 
Sin erept upon my prayer, 

And made my prayer a crime I 

I prayed, and prayed again : 
But sin was in it alii!! 
It tlu'of tied my weak will ; 

I struggled — but in vain. 

I bui-ned by day and night, 
I feared that fire of sin — 
Its covering seemed so (hin — 

Would show to others' sight ! 

My daily work I did, — 

I talked of Heaven and Hell, 
Full often and full well — 

But ah ! what woe I hid ! 
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THE DAYS OP SIN. 

It seemed as if my fate 

Were up : in Satan's mesh — 
A damned soul in flesh — 

I lived beyond my date, 

Christ's life in me seemed lost ! 
Where was the promise now, 
Sealed to me when my brow 

In his bleas'd sign was cross'd ? 

I strove !o fly from me ; 

Always it was the same ; 

Hell was where'er I came ; 
God's wrath I could not flee. 

Such life I loathed to keep, 
But could I dare to die? 
Heaven's walls so hopeless hig 

And Hell a soundless deep ? 

My heart aye told me well 
I gave myself away, 
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THE BATS OF SIN. 

To be the Devil's prey — 
By my own hand I fell. 

I struggled once for all ; 

God's aiiar — there I prayed ; 

And bitter cry I made 
Behind my closet wall. 

A change began to be ! 

I felt the Breath of Life!" 
For Heaven and Hell was strife 

I struggled, and was free ! 

Ah ! now the strife was done, 
I sought the Flesh and Blood: 
I ate Salvation's food ; 

My soul to Christ was won. 

Februnry 10, 1847. 
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THE LTTTLB TEARS. 



These years 1 These years ! Tliese naughty years 

OncD they were pretty things : 

Their fairy foot-falls met our ears, 

Our eyes their glancing wings. 

They flitted by our school-boy way ; 

We cliased tlie little im[)S at play. 

We knew tiiem, soon, for tricksy elves ; 

They brought the college gown ; 

With thougbtfu! books filled up our shelves, 

Darkened our lips with down : 

Played with our thro.it, and lo ! the tone 

Of manhood had become our own. 

They smiling stretched our childish size ; 
Their soft hands trimmed our hair ; 
Cast the deep thought within our eyes 
And left it gl'iwmg ihiTL : 
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THE LITTLE YEARS. 

Sang soDgs of hope in ooilege-halls, 
Bright fancies drew upon tlie walls. 

They flashed upon us love's bright gem ; 
They showed us gleams of fame ; 
Slout-hearted work we learned from them, 
And honor more than name : 
And so they came and went away, 
"We said not go : we said not stay. 

But one sweet day. wlien quiet skies 
And still leaves brought me thought, 
When hazy hills drew forth my eyes, 
And woods with deep shade fraught. 
That day I carelessly found out 
"What work these elves had been about. 

Alas ! Those little rogues, the years, 

Had fooled me many a day ; 

Plucked half tho locks above my ears, 

And tinged the rest all gray. 

They'd left me wrinkles, great and small : — 

I fear that they have tricked us all. 
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THE LITTLE YEARS. 

Well, — give the little yeara their way; 
Think, speak, and act (lie while : 
Lift up the hare front to the day, 
And make their wrinkles smile : 
They mould the noblest living head ; 
Tliey carve the hest tomb for Ihe dead. 

July 20, 1858. 



[A song ought to ba capable of being Enng: tnt, somal 
author of this has jast fltt«d it, apparently, care'v nate 
lo go wifliout its meiody. He bos been informed of eeve 
posers (whose touch was an honor to it) that havs hied 
to music, and have not been satisfied with tha result.] 
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TURNING LOVE AWAY, 

(loncs yeahs ago.) 

■ O Love, go forth ! I brought thee here 
For that I heard ihee sing one day 
When thou wast in the grass at play : 
That song of one that was too dear. 

Love! — O Loye! — I could not bear 
To listen by the wayside there ; 

1 longed to hear thee sing, somewhere 
Where no one else was near. 

Rememberest thou, my little guest? 
In bearing thee, (thy pretty wing 
Blinding ray eyes, tliou roguish thing 1) 
I wandered where my feet knew best. 
She laid on thee one timid touch, 
But oh 1 that little was so much. 
The arrows in thy careless clutch 
Stung all my open breast. 
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TURNIRG LOVE AWAY. 

How bright the earth was, that ; 

How sweetly breathed the evenin; 

It seemed her hreath v 

And ours became a fairy clime. 

The sky hung all in gold and red ; 

The flowers all vied their scents to shed ; 

The ground seemed loving to my tread ; 

All sounds, that eve, did chime. 

I gave thee hut one only task : 

To go as my true messenger, 

And bring sweet woi'ds again from her, 

The work thyself didst ask ; 

Until that day between ua two 

Thou broughtest lies ; we thought them trii( 

So well our cunning traitor knew 

His young, felse face to mask. 

I must shut up tliy little room ! — 
Ah ! o'er its yet unhardened wall 
Thine arrow traced her name, and all 
Her look, except her own fresh bioom ! — 
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TURNING LOVE AWAY. 

1 could not come Lere but to weep : 
Here was thy little couch to sleep ; 
These walls thy useless work will keep ; 
But this shall he a tomh. 

Let me foi-get that lying tongue ! 
Ah, what a price its falsehood cost, 
When once, was once forever, lost ! — 
Yet sleep that loss, lost things among 1 
For such this world makes no amends. 
We drew apart and chose new friends : 
So many a short, bright story ends, 
Where two young hearts were wrung. 
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A WALK AMONG MEMOKY'S GEAVES. 



Graves of the silent dead, 
Te echo to the tread 
Of a lone, mourning man : 
They were my friends of yore ; 
Sweet company they bore 
To me when life began. 



I wander here, alone, 
To seek if faithful stone 
Is set by every grave ; 
And to call up again 
Thoughts, cherished not in ■t 
They to my young soul ga\ 



Yours first I call, dear Hopes, 
Seen on the sunny slopes, 
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A WALK AMONG MEMORY S GKAVBS. 

Where as a child I lay ; 
Or that hy winding brook, 
My loitering steps o'evtook, 
In the long summer day. 



There was no sound of man ; 
My free soul forward ran 
Among the coining years. 
I felt the breath of fame; 
I heard aloud my name: 
My eyes were nigh to t«ar3. 



Glad Hopes ! Ye gave me then 
What long, late foil to men 
Brings only withering : 
I plucked with childish gripe, 
The fruit ere it was ripe; 
But it was mine in spring. 



Sweef, sweet, sad Hopes ! 
Is left upon the bough. 
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A WALK AMONG 

Of flower, or fruit, or leaf ? 

And yet, wliy mourn, if ye 

So early gave to me 

Thoughts, fair and bright, though brief ? 



Feelings of childhood's time, 
That stretched about to climb 
On all that stood around I 
Whose twining grasp was laid, 
In sunshine and in shade, 
Tireless on all it found, — 



Whose hold was often flung 
From that whereon ye clung, 
Yet would not long be free ; 
By your fond instinct taught 
I thought (true childhood's thought) 
That all were kin to me. 



Amid the boys' loud band 
1 seem again lo stand ; 
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A WALK AMONG MEMORY'S GRAVES. 

Again quick-voiced and glad ; 
Feelings more great and strong 
Than to child's sports belong 
In those young days we had: 



The swell, ere storms begin, 
'When huge waves tumble itt 
And fill the little bay; 
So from life's vex^d sea. 
The strong, deep swell knew 
In child hood's peaceful day. 



That human brotherhood, 
Mingling in every mood, 
Made this our life so great, 
The mystic, awful bond 
Still urged me forth beyond 
Myself, to feel ray fate : 

xn. 

One of so many more, 
Whom life was laid before 
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A WALK AMONG MEMORY'S GRAVES. 

Full of mjstPiious tliin;!^ , 
Where everj hum -in. &ou]. 
To the gient common whole, 
Its lore and insight brings. 



I look onee more lo see, 
Aa at the chestnut tree 
"Where the far voices died, 
The pleasant thoughts that played 
Beneath Ihat pleasant shade, 
In troops on every side. 



Then youth came sailing o'er. 

Fairer than all before. 

Broad -sailed and deeply -fraught. 

Love ! Hope ! Amhition ! you 

Mastered the lithe, strong crew. — 

Love ? — Hope ? — Ambition ? — Naught ! 



Tet, if they were but vain, 
They come no more again 
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A "WALK AMONG MEMORY'S SRAVES. 

To make me loiter here : 
Tlie work that God has set, 
It has fhe long days, yet, 
And brightest of the year. 



Still has my chief work been 
Rather to make me clean 
As he iDHst be that will 
Go forth 'mid thronging men 
And Etretch his forward ken 
Onward and npward, still. 



No more, no more I call ! 
Cool, solemn shadows, fall 
Down oil my open mind ! 
For this I wandered here — 
For this I called you near. 
Thoughts of things long resigned ; 

XVIII. 
They will be raised one ^ay. 
And throng about the way 
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A WALK AMONG MEMORY'S GRAVES. 

Of the old dying man ; 
Hopes, feelings, joys that smiled 
Upon him when a child, 
And o'er the bright scenes ran. 



Children in summer's eve, 

Do pluck the old man's sleeve 

And clamber up his knee ; 

Or draw him by the hand 

To where their playthings stand. 

Or their sweet sports to see. 



Thus will these come, once moi 
To lead him gently o'er 
The scenes loved long ago; 
And in his eldest days. 
All childhood's long left ways 
Make him again to know. 
July, 1648. 
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THE PAINTER'S PROBATION. 



There comes in life a frequent hour, 

Wlien the full voice of Fate 

Calls with a dread, mysterious power 

On tboae who should be great: 

To warn them that a mighty dower 

Soiaewliere for them doth wait. 

For somewhere, in the long, long train 

That marches down through Time, 

Working out human nature's gain, 

Its glory or its crime. 

For each a station doth remain : 

With power to do or to refrain, 

A humble or sublime. 

And they whom God hath breathed upon 

And gifted, from, fheir birth, 

With lofty powers to labor on 

The labor of this eai-th, 

For them, amid the swelling crowd, 
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THE PAINTBa'S PEOEATION. 

An office is assigned 

Willi mighty influence endowed ; 

And unto theni Fate callelh, loud, 

In the first-opening mind. 

Again, again, through shine or cloud, 

Her words come, as the wind. 

Alaa ! how many, downward bowed, 

Their birthright have resigned ! 

God ! How much of great and good, 

How much of fearful sin, 

Were gained, or gallantly withstood. 

If these tlieir place would win ! 

There hung npon the cliamber-wail 

The fancies he had wrought : 

All that his soul had power to call, 

Out of the shapes that shadow all. 

Into his burning thought. 

The hopes that gladdened early years 

Had lefl their colors there. 

And shades were there, that early feara 

Had taught his art to wear ; 

s smiles, alternate tears, 
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THE painter's PROBATION. 

(So that young life to thought appears,) 
Each memory had its share. 



But in the dark i 


md in the hright, — 


Colored by joy oi 


■ pain, — 


Something was w. 


anting to hia sight : 


The utmost all w 


ere vain. 


Sweet alrains of i 


nusic from old days 



Murmured about his sou!, 

And Memory's deep, golden haze, 

An atmosphere of mingled rays, 

O'er his wide thought would roll. 

While airs, like summer wind that plays. 

Would gently fan the whole. 

Oh ! at such seasons, whea he felt 

As if his spirit, free 

From the close hody's narrow belt, 

Swelled towards Divinity, 

And pure and strong and living grew, 

As when at first it came 

From Him that sent it forth to do 

Deeds that should earn a name, 

Or, nameless, bear a blessing through 

The paths of this world's shame, 
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THE PAINTER'S PROEATION. 

Oh' nhi viheii & I hiinsf If inspired 

Those laptureil hours of thought, 

The veiy seasons oft desued, 

Why has he jet m lain letiied, 

And atiU no trophy brought, 

Though, by a transient impulse fired, 

Again he eti ve and wiought"' 

He --att the stenp Le felt the ibroe ; 

He started forth to do ! 

But DO ! the Bfreamlet from its source 

Bears Sowers of every hue 

"Wrapped in their seeds ; and, in its coui'se, 

It strews and plants them loo : 

But time, and place, and GoJ's own smile 

Must meet together, or long while 

Unfruitful they must lie, 

Ere they will show agam the scene 

From which they came, and whith has been 

Painted in many-colored alieen 

Beneath another sky. 

Thua all were vain : he could not find 

"Within his utmost power. 

That form that floated in his mind, 



bt Google 



THE PAIKTEU'S PROBATION, 

!Not indistinct, though not defined, 

Leaving i memoiy bctind, 

Like tint a at sunset houi 

Hjo gleirain^ eje had ciu^ht its light, 

His cheek had telt ita glow , 

And drcitnily hcfoie hi^ "'^giit, 

In the ript visions of tht* n ghf. 

That fancy foim would go. 

And when his spirit telt its might, 

That foim he seemed to know. 

In the wild ignny of pnjer 

HiB tieinbliiig hmd Jud tried 

lo lix the fleeting figuie fhpre; 

And he h id sought in nnd despair 

The power that ^iis denied 

All Beauty and all Holmesi — 

(Alaa ' thei e mingled Sin ) — 

Howe'or combined, could not express 

That form he sought to win. 

There was the blue of changeless Truth ; 

There was Love's burning red ; 

Tlie golden-glowing Hope of Youth 

Its yellow glory spread : 
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THE PAINTER S PROBATION. 

Oh, pure ! oil, bright ! oh, heavenly deep ! 
There seemed God's Light within, 
And wings of angels seemed to sweep 
The hrealhing words : but shades did creep 
O'er all : there mingled Sin ! 
niat chill, chill wind from o'er the graves 
And from the cold, damp tomb. 
That wind that frosts the Lair it waves, 
And pales the cheek's fresh bloom ; 
The bitter wind that we must face 
As dowu life's hiU we go apace, 
And evening spreada its gloom ; — 
He felt its first cold- ci'ee ping breath. 
And saw afar, in mist, Ihe vast, dim shape of 
Death. 

Come down, O night of ilreamless sleep! 

Come to this sad, sad room : 

This working will and spirit steep 

In silence, not ia gloom. 

Be thou, night of needed i-est, 

A calm, clear night of peace. 

Wherein the voice of heavenly guest 
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THE painter's probation. 

Can sins hi'* genlle &oolliings best. 
That make earlh's struggles cease ; 
And, in the shut and darkened mind, 
Leave sweetest lingering notes behind, 
That shall the calm increase, 
Until with waking prayer they And, 
As wilh a brealh of morning wind, 
A happy, tit relea'-e. 
And ye, flowers of earnest Thought, 
That in hia mind grew bright, 
"With fresher perfume shall bo fiaught 
And fiiii-er rohes, of spirits caught, 
Cast down in peaceful night. 
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THAT DEAD. 

Is lie gont! ? Oh ! Is he gone ? 

And Joes tbt; world 'ftill travel on, 

Heedless of his loss, 

Like a freighted ship, at sea, 

Ploughing on, though there may be 

One lliat perished suddenly. 

In (he deep, like drus^ ? 

He is dead : yes, he is deail : 

Bands of earth bind down his head. 

Bands of earth his feet 

They that stood and saw him die 

Brushed the salt tear from tim eye. 

And they that wrapped him, hy and by. 

In his wiading-sheet. 

He was one tliat had high thought 
In tbo mind-rooms where lie wrought 
For aU others' sake ; 
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THAT DEAD. 

And had looked along the way, 
Where the halting-places lay, 
Where, from every weary day. 
He hia vest would take. 

December, 1846. 
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THE CHRIST FOEaOTTEN IN OUB DAYS. 

" Though He wn3 rii:h, yet, for our sakea, He be«nme poor. How 
hardly ihiill they that havo rielies enter into the kingdom of 
God i —The cores of this life, ond the deceitfulness of riches thoke 
tbe Wovd, and it beoometh unfruitl\il. — Lay not up for yotiraslves 
trenHUvea upon earth. — Take no thought for ttie morrow." 

Christ in a wretched place was born. 
Nor owned his very grave ; 
He lived both liomeleaa and forlom, — 
His fellows such as rich men scorn, — 
And ate what hcggars gave. 

And when the Lord of Life became 
Poor, and of none esteem. 
He hade his followeis do the same ; 
For Hlra to clioose a life of shame ; 
Earth's goods a curse to deem. 

The poor He blessed, and opened wide 
The kingdom to their feet ; 
And bade the lich vnan go divide 
The wealth whereon he built his pride, 
And give the poor to cat. 
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THG CHRIST FORfiOTTEN IN OUR DAYS. , 37 

Not otherwise might he he made 
Christ's brother and God's son ; 
For how could one in pomp arrajp.d 
The family of Christ invade, 
Wliere wenltli and pomp was none ? 

Christ's brethren, — oh! what eeraphim 
Cared less for earthly good. ! 
TLe rich, hright wovld to them was dim; 
They marched along with Prayer and Hymn, 
And Icfl it, where it stood. 

If in the Kingdom's cnvly day, 
Men gave up earth for Heaven, 
If lands and wealth they gave away. 
If dainty food and rich array, — 
If all for Christ was given, 

Then hou nnlil.e GoVs humble Son 
Are they who beai his name ! 
In rich appaitl every one, 
No Wiirldly ftood Ihi v care to shun; 
Are th lae ind tji se the same ? 
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58 TOE CHRIST FOaeOTTEN IN OUR DAYS. 

The rich, — the rich are eveiywhere ; 

These fill the Temple too, 

And ficantly give the poor a share 

To whom Christ said ye iiLJiSSED aee : 

God!s Unffdom is fur you. 

I'icli men ! wlio do claim to be 
The followers of the Lamb, 

What, what are jou, and what was He ? 
Is not His name a mockery ? 
Is not your faith a sham ? 

1 see your houses cedai-lined : 
Ye feed each eartliborn lust 

For food, for gems, for gold refined, 
For every pleasure that can hind 
The spirit down to dust. 

What single thing that wealth can buy 
Do ye, for Christ, forget ? 

To BEAR THY CEOSS, THYSELF DENY, 

Know ye these words ? Were they to di< 
Or iu-e they living yet ? 
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THE CHRIST FORGOTTEN IN ODK DAYS. 

Has Ctrist taught you another way, 
The Fathers never knew, 
To live well here, and live for aye ? 
To have the riches earth can pay, 
And those hereafter too ? 

And yet ye cant of serving God 
And giving to his poor, 
Who go unfed, unclothed, unshod, 
And underneath the heavy sod 
First find a sleep secure. 

men well clothed, and warmed, and filled 

While God's poor children fast. 

The very churches that ye build 

And deck wil!i pomp and carve and gild 

Will judge you at the last. 

Where aee mt poor, Christ still demands, - 

To witom the Gospel came? 

This costly offering at your hands 

Is to yourselves, and tnily stands 

A monument of shame. 
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10 THE CHRIST FORGOTTEN IN OUR DAYS. 

Give to my pook ! give much -. give all. 
If nothing less will do ; 
They that at first obeyed the call, 
"Were fain to lot earth's riches fall: 
Shall I ask less of you ? 
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THE CRT OF THE WRONGED. 

nnaa, to tha eturtling emptiness of 
la poor people, who are JDst snffered 
to live in tliis world, bns gone to nnother, will be recognizad In full 
force by any one who hns, even once in Ills life, looked in upon 
such a Bight. I liave seen, on untwisting the string from the nail 
and pnehing open the crazy door, literally almost no relics but the 
handfti] of iishes upon the heurth, and Ihe lictlsbeap of dast, Inid out 
apon the bench, waiting to be given hack to the earth from which It 
■was taken. God help our poor brethi'cnl 

Brother, I am only dust: 
WLerefofe wilt thou be unjust? 
Wherefore shake my humble trust 
In our God, my brother ? 
There is yet but little day 
That together we shall stay : 
Wherefore jostle mo awiiy ? 
Love we one another. 



I have hut this little spot : 
From my poor need snatch it not : 
It is all that I have got 
Of this hard world's giving. 
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THE CUY OF THE WRONGED. 

Is fbere not a room for me, 
Among all God made to be, 
Where to gather, manfully, 
Yet with toil my living? 

God has given light and air : 
Grudge not thou my little share ; 
Lo ! it Cometh everywhere. 
We may share together. 
God, Himself, has set rae here, 
And, with many a bitter tear, 
I have struggled many a year 
Of rough and wintry weather. 

Let me work, — I ask no more, — 
Till my stint is labored o'er. 
I can never lay up store ; 
None this world will send me. 
When I go, if men look there. 
They will find my place all bare; 
Nothing but the light and air, 
God was good to lend me. 
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THli CKY OF THE WliONGED, 

Brother, look at me again : 

Toil has given me many a stain, 

Toil has swollen eveiy vein, 

Yet I am thy brother. 

I am man, as well as thou, 

And our Lord has crossed piy hro 

Calling me God's child, and how 

Wilt thou call me ofher? 

Let me stay until He call : 
Let me stay till evening fall. 
If so long I must he thrall, 
My hard labor plying. 
When thou comes t to take share 
In my cold bed, thou wilt there 
Grant my claiia, and little cai-e 
Hear the poor man lying, 

Deceml)er, 1S48. 
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A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

On the glorious Birthday morning, 
All the church is dressed in green ; 
Loud are heard the lioly antliema, 
Sweeleat prayers go up Lutwcen. 

He that lay in lowly manger, 
Now is linown as Pleaven's King ; 
What but angels sang, aforetime, 
Now have men been taught to sing ; 

" God have gloiy, in the highest ; 
I'eace on earth, good- will Inwards mi 
Over ah the iide of ages. 
Ever now as it was then." 

After pray el's and chant all ended, 
Then the priest begkis to preach : 
In God's name he spoaketh plainly. 
For God's sake he loveth each. 
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A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

" Lo ! " he saitli, " the Lord of Glory, 
Born and cradled in a Ktall ! 
Sure He had but scanty welcome, 
Seeing He was I^ord of al!. 

" Yet, in sootli. He sought no other, 
Nor fo earth for homage came ; 
Here He took tlie form of servant ; 
Hei-e He bared the clieek to sliainc. 

" Not of this world was His kingdom ; 
He lived not at monarch's cost : 
He sought not the known and honored. 
But He came to seek tlie lost : 

" Lost from out the world's long annals. 
For they came of humble kin : 
Lost from out the Book of Ileaveti, 
For their life was led in sin. 

" Thus the poor, aad thus the sinner, 
Found the Lord beside their door ; 
Heard His blessed words of comfort, 
Such as no man spake before. 
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A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

" Lot our tlioughts, tliis day, my bret 
Seek the poor, by men forgot ; 
Whom the holy Christ remembered, 
Coming here to share their lot 

" This world hath its rich and reedy 
Tliis world hath its high and low : 
On the one side, pomp and worship ; 
On the other, toil and woe. 

" Not foi-ever shall we struggle 
With the trials of this state : 
To be poor, and yet be thankful ; 
To be lowlj-willod, if great. 

" Yet a little, and the Judgment : 
Tlien we change for good or ill : 
Eich or poor shall enter heaven, 
As they did the Father's wilL 

" To be rich we may not covet, 
Yo have heard the Saviour say : 
And He chose the lowest station 
When He came to earth this day. 
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A CHUISTMAS SERMON. 

" He has told ua of His kingdom, 
Hardly simll t!ie rich go in ; 
Though the best that this worid offer 
Power and glory, ■ — wealth may wio. 

" I will tell a simple story : 
Every day it falleth true ; 
Jesu grant you all, my brethren, 
That it be not so of you. 

" See you there how Dices sllteth. 
Richly dad, at dainty fare ? 
Many servants make obeisance, 
Many guests sit humbly there. 

" Now one Cometh, speaking softly, 
' Lazarus is at the gate : 
Waiting, in full mournful fashion, 
That his welcome coraeth late. 

" ' For he meekly claimeth kindred. 
Though he is of low degree.' 
Heed the ricli man, now, my bretbre 
Scornful answer maketh he : 
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A OURISTMAS SEItMON. 

" ' Lazarus ? I know no beggars, 
And my kin bear no such name ; 
Yet these poor folk have their Idndred; 
Bid hini go fiom wheiite lie came.' 

" ' Gooti my lord, the dogs are licltitig, 

He is modest, and he claimeth 
But the crambs from off thy floor,' 

" ' Prating varlet ! ' said the ricli man, 
' Now whiit idle knaves have I ! 
Was there none to bid Ibis beggar 
Choose a flilcr place to die ? ' 

" He forgot that in God's heaven, 
Righteous poor sliall have their share : 
And he thrust him from the thresholcl. 
Caring nought how he might fare. 

" So the servants laid the beggar 
Just before anothei''s gate ; 
Coming back, with due obeisance, 
At their master's side to wait. 
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A CURISTMAS SERMOS. 

" Soon the poor man died, full godly, 
And with saints he went to dwell : 
Next the rich mHn died, and, after. 
Lifted up his eyes in hell ; 

" And afar he saw the poor man, 
As he lay in Abraham's breast ; 
And, from out his place of torment, 
Prayed towards that blissful rest. 

" 'T was but for a drop of water : 
Yet his boon he could not win : 
God had set a gulf, forever, 
'Twixt the two that were not kin, 

" For the words of dreadful judgment, 
Christ hath told us what they he : 
' I was hungry, sick, and naked, 
Aad ye had no care of me.' 

" Then shall they make forward aviswer. 
That on earth had Him forgot : 
' Lord, when saw we Thee an-hungered, 
Sick, and naked, and cared not ? ' 
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A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

" Christ sliy.ll say, ' These poor and wre 
Whose meek claim ye put aside, 
I do own them as my brethren, 
And in them was I denied. 

" ' When ye saw mo not, nor lieai-d m< 

It was I put up the claim : 

I by pining at (he threshold. 

For they sought you in my name.' 

" Let us, then, confess Christ's brother. 
Lest we claim another kin : 
Then, before the gate of heaven, 
He shall bid ua enter in. 

" Gloiy, worship, love, and service, 
To the blessed One in Three : 
As it was in the beginning, 
la. and evermore shall be ! " 
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THE BISHOP BOUND. 

[After a misaionary bishop lind been sent out to Jeroaalam, by 
the English Church, a grant storm was raised in England, be- 
oanse he suffered some members of tlie superstitious and deorepid 
Eastern Cliureh, la tlie midst of whieli ha stood, lo Ibuvii the 
Gospel of him.j 

" NecBasity is laid upon me." 

Te tell me that I must not preach 
The Gospel to these men, 
And if it struggles up to speech, 
Must choke it down — and then ? — 

I may stand here, with dimming eyes, 
And watch the world a,broad ; 
For what ? — Lest they, in any wise, 
Should catch (he ti-ut)i of God. 

They have " Most Holy Lords " to reign 
"Where poor Apostles wrought : 
Shall " Right Divine " God's work I'estrain 
And bring Ills Faitli to nought ? 



bt Google 



THE BISHOP BOUSD. 

Can lapers, v6\ies, and painted saints, 
And chant of old-time words 
Save, more than flowers that sunlight paints, 
Or out-door song of hirds ? 

If living faith in God's own Son 
Alono true life can give. 
Shall I undo what God has done, 
Nor hid these dead men live ? 

The winds are His. as we!! aa I, 
And, as their quick feet fiit, 
They will not let the message die 
But men shall hear of it. 

Could ye stand by me in my need, 
When the last Judge is set. 
And all is done, of human deed, 
But not accounted, yet? 

Oh, no ! this breath I breathe, of air, 
And shape in words, lo-day. 
Must preach His Gospel everywhere, 
Or woe is mine for aye. 
3siiuary 15, 1864, 
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A COMMUNraC WITH GOD 



INTO nOI.Y ORDERS. 

What hands will now be laid upon mo, Lord ? 
Whose spirit breathed, whose blessed influence given ? 
By whom ohall I be =ent to bear The Word — 
That precious load — ■ along the path to Heaven ? 

Almighty God ! Eternal God ! 'T is Thou, 
That in Thy cho=en lervant here dost stand ; 
Prostrate before Tliy footstool, lo, I bow, 
To seek the dread commission nt Thy hand. 

O God, the Father ! from whose quickening breath 
All beings move, each in his proper round. 
Whose arm sustains, above the abyss of Death, 
What else would sink within that dread profound, 

Give me, Great Parent, that enkindling power 
To wake anew, deep in my brother's soul, 
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54 A COMMUNING WITH GOD. 

The Godlilje nature, that, in man's first hour, 
Made the dim part reflect fhe perfect whole, 

Go'l, the Son ! who, ivitb unbounded grace, 
Tookest up manhood, Iiealedst the gaping wound. 
And bearest to the Father''! dwellinft- place 
The dying 'faved, the long-lo^t wanderer found, 

Give unto me that ready neighbor-love. 
That guideth where the wounded heart to find ; 
And give me Thy bleat unction from above. 
With holy balm the bieeding soul to hind. 

God, the Holy Ghost ! that hallowest all 
Thy faithful people, and to every truth 
Upwards their stilt advancing steps dost call. 
Till weary Age rests, smiling hack on youth, 

Hallow my life, that I may ever be 
Worthy to stand at my King's festal board ; 
Ajjd teach me truth, that, being taught by Thee, 

1 may show others, where all good is stored. 
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A COMMUNING WXTn GOD. 

One only God ! whose ivorks and ways are one 
Grant me with single heart to do Thy will, 
Make me wrong thoughts and words and ways t 

shun, 
In Thy one, mystic realm my place to fill, 
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THE RELIEF OF LUCIfflOW. 



Are thT" not many thit reniemter (who can can forget ?) that 
BOOne in the bilth wir, — also in tndia, — when the distant gleam 
of airaa and flash of friendly uniform was descried by a little 
Bxhauatad army among the hills, and the Scotch pipes struck 
np " Oft / but ye vieie lung a-comm .' " (Lachrjmamne teneatis, 
amici ? None of na, that have mnch Scottish Tilood, can keep our 
eyes from moisteuing ) The hioident in the present case maj not 
bo hi'itoncsl, but it is trus to nature, and intriuBically probable, 
"which ig all thit poetrv needs, in that reapect. 



Oh ! that last day in Lucknow fort ! 
We knew that it was the last ; 
That the enemy's mines Lad crept surely i 
And the end was coming fast. 



th; 



To yifld 


to that foe was wor^e than di-atl 


And the 


men and we all worked on : 


It was on 


e day more, of omoke and roar, 


And then 


it would ail be done. 


There wa 


s one of us, a Corporal's wife, 



A fair, young, gentle thing. 
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THE RELIEF 03? LUCKNOW. 57 

Wasteii with fever in the siege. 
And her raiDd was wandering. 

She lay on the gi'oimd, in hev ScottiKli plaid, 

And I took her head on my Isnee ; 

" When my father comes hame frae the j)Ieugh," slie 

said, 
" Oh ! pleaae tlicn waken me." 

She slept like a child on her father's floor, 

In the flecking of woodbine-shade. 

When the house-dog sprawls by the half-open door, 

And the mother's wheel is stayed. 

It was smoke and roar and powder-stench, 
And hopeless waiting for death ; 
But the soldier's wife, like a fulI-tlred cIaiM, 
Seemed scarce to draw her breath. 

/ sank to sleep, and I had my dream 



And wall and garden ; — but a wild scream 
Brought me hack to the roar again. 
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There Jessie Browa stood listening, 
Until sudden gladness broke 
AH over her face, and she took my hand 
And drew me near and spoke : 

" The Highlanders ! Oh ! dinna ye hear ? 
The slogan far awa ? 
The McGiegor's ' Ah ! I ken it weel ; 
It''' the giande^t o' theni a'. 

" Grod bless thae bonny Highlanders ! 
"We 're saved ! We 're saved ! " she cried ; 
And fell on her kliees, and thanka to God 
Poured forth, like a full flood-tide. 

Along the battery-line her ciy 

Had fallen among flie men : 

And they started ; for tliey were there to die ; 

Was life so near them, then ? 

They listened, for life ; and the rattling lire 
Far off, and the far-ofF roar 
Were all ; — and the Colonel shook his head. 
And they turned to their guns once more. 
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THE ILELTEF OP LUCKHOW. 

Then Jessie auJ Tliit '.lagm ^ dune 

But Cin yp no heir lliem iioo, 

' T/ie Campbells aie r>min ® It s no i dream ; 

Oui sucuois liae broken thitiigh I 

We he'inl the loii ■ind the I'lttle itai 
But the pipes w coulJ not heii 
So the men plted then work of hopeles war, 
And knew that the end was near. 

It was not long ere it must be heard ; 
A shrilling, ceaseless ?ound ; 
It was no noise of the strife afar, 
Or tJie sappers undei'ground. 

It was the pipes of the Highlanders, 
And now they played ^' AuM Lang Syne" 
It came to our men, like the voice of God, 
And they shouted along the line. 

And they wept and shook one another's hands. 
And tlie women sobbed in a crowd ; 
And every one knelt down where we stood, 
And we all thanked God aloud. 
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THE RELIEF OF LUCKNOW. 

That happy day, when we welcomed them, 
Our men put Jessie first ; 
And the General took her hand, and cheers 
From the men, Ube a volley, burst. 

And the pipers' ribbons and tartan streamed, 
Marching round and round our line ; 
And our joyful cheers were broken with tears, 
For the pipes played. " Auld Lang Si/ne." 

Siaiivdny nncl Snndiiy nights, 
Jauuaiy 2 and 3, 1866, 
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DIRGE TO A SOUL DEPARTING. 

Stat, flitting soul! 

Wilt thou not longer stny? 

Why dost thou hasten on that woai'y way, 

Beyond these quiet realms of day, 

Into the unknown land, where dim mists roll ? 

Look hack ! Look back 

Along the well-knowB track, 

Stretching far backward to dear scenes of spring ! 

There childhood's pretty memories lie ; 

The flowing hair, the beamy eye, 

The bounding step, and joyous, ringing cry. 

See the glad hopes that erst 

The child's true spirit nursf, 

Ey day in visions bright, 

In whispering dreams by night; 

Dost thou not yearn towards tbeni, as we sing? 

And youth's first real strife 

With the breasting waves of life. 
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62 DIE.6E TO A SOUL DEPARTING. 

"When strength was in the arm, 

And the heart was prond aad wnrm, 

And the eye looked forth, without alarm, 

For all that time could bring. 

See, see tliose sunny days ! 

And let our soft dirgo raise 

Bright tempting scenes before thine eye to fling ! 

Look! Look! This world is briglit ; 

But now thou loved'st its light ; 

Why dost thou turn away thy sight, 

Aa from an evil thing ? 

Come to us back ! Come to us hack I 

Let not our sorrowing spirits lack 

The fellowship to which our strong loves cling! 

[ Weeping slUhiess.^ 
Is it so hard for thee to linger yet 
Where thou hast been at home these many years 
Why should these long-familiar landings fret 
Now, more then ever, that thou fain wilt set 
This pleasant form aside, that we with tears 
Must wasii ; then put away 
Out of our sight forever and for aye ? 
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DIKGB TO A SOI!L DBPAKTING. 

Come fo lis back ! Come to us back ! 
Come, yet a little, to oiiu fond hearts back ! 

Why, why would'st thou foi'get 
Tliese once-loved voices, that, in every tone. 
In days gone by, sweet influence have tlirown 
Around thee, answering warmly to thine own ? 
"Wilt thou not listen ? Hast thou no regret ? 
"Wilt thou still forward, where is all unknown i 
Wilt thou still forward ? 

And alone ? 
Oh ! wilt thou venture such a path alone ? 
Turn ! Turn ! Come back ! Come back ! 
Before thee how it gathers black ! 
Eetuvn, where all thou holdest dear are met ! 

IStiUness.'} 
Thou loiterest still ; 
We sec these casements fill 
With the soft-falling, gentle mist 
Where thou art looking out, once more, 
To see the scene long-known and loved before 
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Hist ! Hist ! 
This slernly-closetl door 

From which glad words were wont fo pour, 
la it forever closed ? Will it Dot open more ? 
Is it in vain we list ? 
We mark, we mark its fixed leaves 
Tremble, as the soul yet Leaves 
Against them feebly, as in doubt 
To open still to us that wait without ; 
Come, then ! Oh, eomo ! 

ISliUness.'j 
But thU fimt amntherel uy^ 
Ah, smothuied ofrilf of agony' 
Nay' we will lot this weaiy lody die! 
Nay ' flittmg spirit, nay 1 
We wdl not have thee stay , 
Go ioi« »rd gUdlj on Ihy way 
Out soiy shall (liPPi Ihee ■!■. thou goest home. 

Farewell ! Farewell ! Close we these open eyes. 
No more wilt thou be looking forth, this way. 
Who once hast caught, afar, the light of Paradise. 
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DIRGE TO A SOUL DBPAKTING. 6^ 

Our love shall give this form to long decay, 
That, when thou comest back for it, shall rise 
A glorious body, at the Judgment-Day. 

On ! On ! thou blessecl soul ! See Jesua wait ; 

Thy lamp of faith is tvimmpd, but all is liglit; 

The path leads forward, to the upen gafe; 

He waits tliee smiling, and the ivay is bright. 

On, faithful soul ! 

Our swelling songs shall i-nli 

Sweet, melancholy surges here behind, 

That full of memory thou shalt find 

As one, slow-sailing from the outward shore 

Of a dear land oft wstndered o'er. 

Hears, in still night, ils wave-voice on the wind. 

Thou art quitting, now, the verge 

Of this long-beloved land. 

And mayest listen, still, the surge 

Heave up upon the strand. 

On! On I yet let our song 

Still go with thee along. 

Till it is lost amid the strain 

Of Christ's glorious bpirit-lrain 
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6b DIRGE TO A SOUL DEPARTING. 

As another soul tliey gain 
To sweet Paradise, no more to live, no moi'' 
as here on earUi, in vain. 

Our earth-bom dirges cease : 
Pass, Christian soul, in peace ! 
Peace that Christ givcth : 

PEACE I 
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THE YEAR IS GONE 1 

Wheke art ihou, O lost Year ? 

I tread upon the scattered leaves, 

The way is drear ; my lone heart grieves. 

T see thy traces everywhere ; 

These leaves once decked thy golden hair. 

I find thy playthings here ; 

But oh ! thon art not near. 

The bright and golden grain — 
Men have it all long garnered in. 
Here spreads the frosted stubble, thin, 
O'er the wide fields whereon it stood, 
Where thou didst trip, in playful mood, 
Bringing the sun or rain. 
I seek for thee in vain. 
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THE YEAR IS GONE ! 

Is this thy merry broolt, 

Whose gurgling used to please tliine ear ? 

Oh ! my once hiippy, thoughtless Tear ! 

Beneath its solid, iey i^oof, 

How silent, now, it bides aloof ! 

Lost is the frolic look 

That from thy smile it took. 

Beneath the forest tall 

No more I feel thy glowing breath, 

Or watch the calm, too bright for death, 

When thou at noon didst fall asleep, 

And, what thy hands could no more keep, 

Blossom or nut, would fail. 

Sweet Year ! In vain I call. 

Thy prefiy biivls are mule. 
That sang with all their little might 
And flashed their bright wings in the light; 
And children, fairer still than they, 
. Gambol no longer at their play : 
No more the busy foot 
Tramples the soft grass-root. 
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THE YEAR IS GONE ! 

Thou wert no more the same 

When oncfl that hectic flush of red 

Too surely on thy fair check spread ; 

And, by and by, in silent fold, 

The white robes closed, all sliU and cold. 

And when I called thy name, 

And there was deeper bond 

Thao such as various season weaves. 

Of sunny flowers, or buds, or leaves : 

I mourn for many a hope and thought 

That by thy ministiy were brought 

Out of the world beyoad ; 

These made my poor heart fond. 

And I hi\a wrought with thee, 
In plea'iant hour^, at many a net. 
Of huei, as when the sun doih set. 
We otretUied the ftrdnds out ■VLiy wide, 
But eai,h too soon was thiust a'side : 
New schemes thou hroughtest me 
Of whaf could never he. 
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THE YEAR IS GONE' 

TIiou l;iieivcst all I willed ; 
How many purposes I made : 
Into thine ear the whole was said, 
How I would rue the ill deeds done, 
How guilty temptings I woyld shun. 
Now thy warm life is chilleiJ, 
What, of these plans, fidfllled 1 

lost Tear, be thou past ! 

Too soon the truant heart and will 
All this dear slty of life would fill 
With that unprofitable haze, 
That makes half nights of working days. 
Forward my way is cast ; 

1 rest not till the last. 
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BTJRGEli'S LENOEE. 

L EN OR A rose at raoming-rc<J, 

From bitter dreams awaking : 

" Art faithless, William, or art dead, 

So long thy love forsaking ? " 

He went with royal Frederic's might, 

To battle In Prague's famous fight ; 

But from the war-fleM gory 

No post has brought his story. 
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Now each glad host with sing-song rang. 
With beating drum and cling and clang ; 
And, decked with many a garland, 
Camo homeward from the far land. 
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burger's LEKOliE, 

And over all, all over all, 

From street and lane and alley, 

Shout old and young their juhel-call, 

And round the home-march. I'ally. 

Praise God ! the child and goodwife cried ; 

Welcome ! said many a longing bride ; 

But, for Lenore, no nieeting : 

No kiss, or tender greeting. 

Each way she flew, tbe ranks all through, 

But, though all names were spoken. 

No cue that came her lover knew, 

And no one coulcl give token. 

And when the hosts passed onward were. 

She tore her glossy, raven hair ; 

Upon the greensward sinking, 

With hitter woe past thinking. 

The mother kneeled upon her knee ; 

" God, pity my poor daughter ! 

My darling child, what is 't with Iheo ? " 

And in her arms she caught her. 

" Ah, mother, mother, gone is gone ! 
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burger's lbnore. 

Now let the world and all be gone ! * 

No pity dwells Jii Heaven : 

Woe ! woe ! my heart is riven ! " 

" Help, God ! oh, help ! look gently on ! 
Child, child ! oh, say, ' Our Father ! ' 
What God does, that is sure well done : 
GoS, judge not ; spare ua rather I " 
" O mother, mother, mockery ! 
God las not, sure, well-done to me. 
My prayers, ah I wliat passed they for ? 
Now iionght is left to pray for ! " 

" Help, God ! whoe'er the Father knows, 

Knows He the children loveth ; 

The Holy Sacrament such woes 

As thine, my child, removeth," 

" mother, mother, little vent 

My woe would find in sacrament. 

Ho sacrament can solder 

Forms that in death-damps moulder." 

'- Wherever fi finHl word is rcpcittcd, tho originjil Jia& 
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EUIttJEa'S LENORE. 

" Hear, child ! How if the perjured oin 
"Wlieii !ong in far Hungary, 
Had all liis ties of troth undone, 
Some newer love to marry ? 
Cast off Lis heart, my child ! hy sin 
In the long game lie cannot win ; 
When soul and body sever, 
This deed shall sting forever." 

" O mother, mother, gone is gone ! 

Forsaken is forsaken, 

Death, death! Come dealh, and I have \ 

Why did I ever waken ? 

Go out, forever out, my ligftt ! 

Die out, die out, in woe and night 1 

No pity dwells in Heaven ; 

Woe ! woe ! my sou! is riven I " 

" Help, God ! To judgment enter not : 
The poor child's heart is broken : 
Slie utters, now, slie knows not what : 
Oh, count not what ia spoken ! 
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BUKGER'S LENOEB. 

My child, forget this world's distreas, 
And think on God, and biessedaeas: 
So to Ihy heart forsaken 
A spouse shall yet be taken." 

" O mother ! What is blessedness ? 
Oh ! what is hell, my mother ? 
With him, with him, is blessedness ; 
And hell without him, mother. 
Go out, forever out, my light ! 
Die out, die out, in woe and night ! 
WiflioLit him, earth and heaven 
In misery were even," 

Thus mad despair within her brain, 

And in her veina all revelled. 

Till e'en at God's all-gracious reign, 

Her impious scorn she levelled. 

She wrung her hands and heat her breasl 

Until (he sun went down to rest : 

Till up to heaven's high chamber 

The golden stars 'gan elambei". 
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And (hen wiihout, hark ! tramp, framp, tramp ! 

A horse's footsteps sounded ; 

Then on the steps, with heavy stamp, 

The clanting rider bounded. 

And hark ! and hark ! the door-fceU ring, 

All gently, softly, chhig-ling-ling. 

Then, through the door-leaves uttered. 

Just these quick questions fluttered : 

" Holla ! holla ! uado, mj ehild ! 
Wak'st thou, my love, ov sleopeat ? 
Has time thy love for me beguiled F 
And smilest thou, or weepest ? " 
» Ah, "Wiliiam ! Thou, so late at night ? 
I 've wept and waked, in weary plight ; 
Oh ! bitter woe I 've tasted. 
Whence hast thou hither hasted ? " 

" Neai' midnight 't is, we saddle steed ; 
From Boehmen 1 rode liilher : 
Ere I could mount, 'twas late indeed, 
And we go back together." 
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BUEGEll'S LESORE. 7* 

" William, first a moment stTsy : 

Tte blast roars tlirougli tke liawtliorii spvay : 

Come to my ai'ms, heai't-dearest \ 

Here no cold wind thou fearest." 

" Through hawthorn spray let fierce blasts roar, 

And ravage, helter-skelter ! 

The wild steed paws, and clinks the spur ; 

I dare not here seek shelter. 

Come, dress thee : spring and swing, with speed, 

Behind me, here, upon my steed. 

A hundred miles I take thee, 

This day my bride to make tliee." 

" Alas ! a hundred miles woiild'st thou 

Bear me, tMs day, to hridal ? 

Hark, hark ! the clock is clanging now ; 

Eleven struck : 'T ia idle ! " 

" Look far ; look near ; the moon shines clear 

We and the dead ride fast, my dear ; 

I gage, ere night 's at highest. 

Thou in thy bride-bed lieat," 
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EUB.<5EJi'a LBNORE. 

" Say on, where is tiiy cliamber, dear ? 

"What bride-bed dost tliou tender ? " 

" Still, cool and small ; far, far from here ; 

Six wide boards and two slender." 

" Hast I'oom for me ? " " For thee and me : 

Come, dress thee : mount ; I stay for thee. 

The marriage-guesta have wailed : 

We must not be belated." 

Fairly .=he dressed her, sprang and hwuiig 

Herself to horse behind hiui ; 

Fast lo the well-loved rider clung, 

And with white arms entwined him. 

Then huriling off, with leap and bound, 

At whistling speed (hey scoured the ground. 

Till horse and rider panted. 

And spai'ks and dust far slanted. 

On this and on the other hand, 
How Sew the plains and ridges ; 
Hillock and rock and meadow-land ; 
How thundered all the bridges ! 
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"My love, dost fear? The moon shines clear; 
Hurrah ! The dead, ride fast, my dear ! 
My love, dost fear the dead men ? " 
" Ah, no ! yet leave the dead men ! ' 

What clang and song swept there along, 

Where the foul ravens flaunted ? 

Hark ! death-bell clang ! Hark ! funeral-song ! 

" Bear on the dead ! " is chanted. 

And nearer drow a funeral-train ; 

Coffin and bier came on, amain : 

Their song the dark quire pitches 

Like the frogs' cry in ditches. 

" Nay, bui'y aftei' midnight-tide, 

With clang and song aud weeping r . , 

I bear me home my fair young bride ; 

Come to oar merry-keeping. 

Come clerk I come here I your quire all bring. 

Come all, the bridal-song to sing, 

Come, priest, the blessing say us 

Ere we in bride-bed lay us." 
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iO burgee's lenore. 

Ceased clang and song ; the bier was gone : 

They came as they were bidden, 

And, hurry-skurry, trampled on 

Fast as the steed was ridden. 

And ever on, with leap and bound, 

At whistling speed they scoured the gi-ound ; 

Both horse and rider panted, 

And sparks and dust far slanted. 

How flew, on right, how flew, on left. 

Hills, trees, and hedged spaces ! 

How fiew, on left and right and left, 

Towns, cities, dwelling-places ! 

■" My love, dost fear ? The moon shines clear : 

Hurrah ! The dead ride well, my dear ; 

My love, dost fear the dead men ? " 

" Ah I let them rest, the dead men ! " 

See there ! see there ! On gallows-height, 
Dance round the wheel's curst swivel. 
Half-seen within the moon's pale light, 
Spectres, in airy revel. 
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burger's LENORB. 01 

" Sasa ! ye spectres. Here ! corae here ! 
Come, spet^tres, come, and follow near, 
Our wedding reels to number 
Ere we lie down to slumber." 

And lo ! the spectres, rush, ru^sh, rusli ! 

Behind the wild ti-ain hurtle, 

As whirls the storm-wind's sudden gush 

Through withered leaves of myrtle. 

And on and on, with leap and bound. 

At whistling speed they scoured the ground ; 

Both horse and rider panted, 

And sparks and dust far slanted. 

How flew the scenes in moonlight spread ! 

How info fiiraess flitted ! 

And how, (heir places overhead, 

The sky and planets quitted I 

"My love, dost fear? The moon shines clear; 

Hurrah ! The dead ride well, my dear ; 

My love, dost fear the dead men ? " 

" Ah, woe ! Let rest the dead men ! " 
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s2 burger's lenore. 

" Steed, steed ! metliinks the cock crows there 
Soon will the sands bo wastec3 ; 
Steed, steed ! 1 scent the morning air ; 
Haste, aa thou, hast not hasted I 

The cliamber stands ivith open door ; 
The dead ride wondrous races ; 
Here, here, we find our places." 

Against an iron churchyard door, 

The furious courser battered : 

Its clamps fell loose, the shock before, 

And post and bar were shattered. 

Its clanking leaves wide open fiew. 

And o'er the graves the train swept through. 



Ko«nd in the moon's pale shimm 

See, see ! An instant scarce can 
Ere, boo ! a fearful wonder ! 
The rider's flesh, all bit by bit, 
Like cinders fell asunder. 
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ETIRGERS LEHOEB. 

Like keiiicl bare, without Ihe hull, 
Ilis head became a naked skul! ; 
His body shrunk and narrow, 
Wilh hour-glass and with arrow. 

Snorted the steed, and madly reared ; 

Fierce fiery flashes spurted ; 

Then hey ! sank down and disappeared, 

Aad she lay there deserted, 

A howl, a howl from out tlie lift ! 

A yell from forth each grave's deep rift ! 

Lenora's spirit shivers ; 

'Twixt death and life it quivers. 

Now featly danced, in moonlight-glance, 

All round about in mazes, 

The spectre -forms a fetter-dance, 

And howled in such-like phrases ; 

" Be meek, though heart should break in t 

Nor dare thy God in heaven ai-raigD, 

Thy dust to this still city ! 

God show thy soul his pity ! " 
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THE BARREN FIELD. 

Hekb I lalior, weak and lone, 

Ever tending what is sown ; 
Little is toy gain, indeed. 

Weary day and restless night 
Follow ill an endless round ; 
Wastes my little human might : 
Soon my place will not be found. 

Why so stubborn is my fieU ? 
Why does little fruit appear ? 
What an hundred-fold should yield. 
Now goes barren all the year. 

Rank weeds crowd and jostle there. 
Nodding vainly in the sun : 
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THE BARREN FIELD. 

But the plants, for which I care, 
I may till them, one by one. 

After all the sun and rain, 
Weak and yellow drooping things, 
From tlie lean earth, turned in vaii 
These are all my lahor wrings ! 

Oh, my Lori3, the field is Tiiine : 
Why do I, with empty pride. 
Call the little garden mine, 
When my work is Thine, heaide ? 

If T claim it for my own. 

Thou wilt give me its poor gain ; 

And, at harvest, I, alone. 

May bring fruits to Thee in vain. 

If I give myself to Thee 
For Thy worit, all poor and mean, 
As Thou pieasest it shall be, 
If I much or little glean : 
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THE BARREN FIELD. 

Yet Tlioa wilt not spurn my toil. 
Or my offering, at the last, 
If, from off this meagre soil. 
At Thy feet my all is cast. 

Other work for man is none, 
But to do the Master's will ; 
Wet with rain, or parched with sun, 
Meeltly I Thy garden till. 
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CHKISTS LEGACY. 

Who ileetna that Hoiy Church has lost 
The priceless gift the Saviour gave ? 
Or, as an idle bauble, lost 

Beneath the curst world's hungry wave, 
Her keys that, all this wide world o'er. 
Oped to maa's want God's spirit-sfore ? 
That now the KiLigdom is but earth alone 
Where man's poor sight and wisdom seek their uwt 

Who decius that hidden Paradise, — 

lis sweet cool shades, its living sli earns. 
Its lustrous air, from seraphs' eye^ 
Eadiant with interwoven beams, 
And the eternal Light divine 
Filling up all with changeless shine, — 
That these, and converse with the divellers there. 
To men iu spirit are not free as air ? 
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88 Christ's legacy. 

Tliat His bleat kingdom, — which, Clirist said, 

Should ever stand while earth doth stand ; 
And, when the last flames, fiercB and red, 
Should melt and hum up sea and land, 
Tratis figured through those fires should glow 
Thenceforth no earttlinesa to inow, — 
That this hath not one, only, changeless frame, 
One as the Lord ; on earth, in heaven, the same ? 

Or that the Body of the Lord, 

The Godhead dwelling in the flesh, — 
Is not, to «s, as when that Word 
In human nature dwelt afi-esh ? 
Or that God's fulness, 'now, as tlien, 
Doth not inhahit in us men, 
A fulness that in each of us halh place 
Of grace according to our growth in grace ? 

Oh ! is not God the selfsame now 

As when ho put on human frame ? 
His Body is the Church : and how 

Is this, his Body, not the same ? 
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CillllSrS LEGACY. 

F I ih 8 r 



Chiist manifests hiniaelf in IIis : 

"Wheie Fiitli s not ti them is Christ no more 

IiidweHmg in the *>[ nt la of yore. 

This gloiiois ku^l n — ii:-h \ithin, 

And glowing with all s). iiit powers — 
Theie is no cause but each man's sin, 

If all its Irpa&ures be not ours : 
Our priests aie giftel with the Word, 
And e\ery member of the Lnid 
Hith Lib o ^ n mei uie of tl e Holy Ghost : 
la the mo t humble -in 1 ol f hunt, most. 

And in the Spirit, oh, what height 

The feet of faithful men do mount ! 
There glossy slopes flow all with light, 

And Yalea are rich with stream and fount. 
The pure see God on every side ; 
Them spirits gently serve and guide, 
While earth, to them, is sorrow, shame, and ill. 
The church is hearen on earth, about them still. 
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Sweet mysteries to thera that love. 
Do lead to that eye liatli not seen ; 

An open sky ia spread above 

Wherein no cloud hath ever been. 

The Woi-d wells full in every heart ; 

Deep caUeth uiifo deep, apart ; 

And Love, God's being, maketh them all c 

In Him, the Father, who are in the Son. 
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A BURIAL-HyMS. 



We bring Thee, Lord, this little dust 

To lay in earth away : 
In thy sure watct we meekly trust 

To keep it for the D&y. 

Thy wili be done ! This dust, all dead, 

Must lose its fairer form, 
And graces in the deep grave shed 

That almost yet are warm. 

We thank Thee for the little while 

Our child lived here in love. 
To glad a narrow place with smiles 

As from Thy house ahove. 

Aud more, oh ! we must thank Tiiee mo 

That dew of upper day 
Baptized his earthly being o'er. 

And spirit hallowed clay. 
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TO GOD, MOST HIGH. 

Mr Lord, I have but Thee ; 
Olher friends ai-e f^nt and few, 
To myself I am not true ; 
Yef, my God, Thou lovest me. 

1 am poor and have no more 
But Thy love within my hoai't ; 
Earth shall never tear apart 
That which is my hidden store. 

Many, many doubts and fears, 
I have many pains and cares ; 
But Thou comest, at unawares, 
And I see Thee through ray tears. 

I would never be my own. 

Nor on friends my heart-strings twir 

I do seek to he but Thine, 

And lo love hut Thee alone. 
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TO GOD MOST HIGH. 

Jesus 1 while Thy cross I see, 
Though my heart do bleed with woe, 
By those blessed, streams I know, 
Blood of Thine was shed for me. 

my Lord ! Be Thou my guide ; 
Let me hold Thee by the hand, 
Then, in drear and barren land, 

1 will seek no friend Reside. 

Januoiy 7, 1S48. 
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LOVE DISPOSED OF. 

Heke goes Love ! Now cut him clear, 

A weight about his iiecli : 

If he linger longer here, 

Our ship will be a wreck. 

Overboai-d ! Overboard ! 

Down let iiim go ! 

In the deep he may sleep, 

Where tlie corals grow. 

He said lie 'd woo the gentle breeze, 

A bright tear in her eye ; 

But she was false or hard to please, 

Or he has told a lie. 

Overboard ! Oiferboard ! 

Down in the sea 

He may find a truei- mind, 

"Where tiie mermaids be. 
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He sang us many a merry song 
"WLile tlio breeze was kind : 
But he has been lamenting long 
The falseness of the wind. 
OverboaKl ! Overhoard ! 
Under the wave 

Let hira sing where smootli shells rii 
In the ocean's cave. 

He may struggle ; lie may weep ; 

We '11 be stern and cold ; 

His grief will find, wilHn the d«ep, 

More tears than oaii be told. 

He baa gone overboard I 

We will float on ; 

Wc shall find a truer wind 

Now that he is gone. 
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TO MY OLD PAHISHIONERS, 

ON WaiTINQ A TALE OF NEWFOUNDLAND. 

The ^ariih-prieat that liatli his charge, 

Beside (he stormy sea, 

Where howling tempests stalk at lai^e, 

And many an iteherg, aa a barge, 

Moors where the shallows be ; 

Wliere winter's sky, with sudden gust, 

Is traversed to and fro, 

And storm-do uda, broken up as dust, 

Fill earth all deep with snow, 

Halh much to speak of hardy men 

That fiice the wild sea-gale, 

And loving hearts made dreary, when 

The waiting eyes must fail. 

That from the cliffs their far search sti'aiii 

To see, slow-toiling home again, 

The long-familiar sail 

That shall not come ; for it is tost 

Like drifting weed above the lost. 
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TO MY OLD rARISHIOtTEHS. 9( 

Wlio duwo and down, thiough, oonnille-i'5 deep, 

Hnie found a pathway, sheet and steep, 

An'l -it the foot sinll lie and sleep, 

Whilo Ion;; the himLt's tale 

Lingers upon their unLnown fite. 

And, mght by night, the flie burn-, i-ite 

In one ^ad, silent cot. 

Where wife and children ipiead Ihcii hands 

And cower ahove the wifting biiuda, 

And the pooi house-dog underslanda, 

Why they that went come not. 

Often when holy prayers are said 

Beside a new-made grave, 

Some mother waileth for her dead ; 

She never held his heavy head 

And mother's tears upon it shed 

Ere dust to dust she gave. 

He lieth where no foot may tread, 

No little ones may there bo led, 

Where long, lank ocean-weeds ace spread. 

Beneath the shifting wave. 
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TO MY OLD PAEISniONERS. 

Sometimes, before accustomed dale, 

A boat comes lonely back, — 

No colors flaunt, in joyful state, 

Above her silent track : 

She bi'ingcth not accustomed freight, 

But laboreth with some strange weight : 

Tbe air is chill and desolate 

That breathes around her way 

As from the iceberg, cold and lone, 

A stern, far-reaehing chill is thrown 

Abroad upon the day. 

The skipper, from tlie helm, lool«s on 

With fixed eye and visage wan. 

And hatlj no word to say. 

The neighbors, gathered on the beaeh, 

Gaze wistfully ; and, eaeh to each, 

Breaking long pauses in their speech, 

Conjecture, as they may. 

Some one has dreamed, within the night, 

" The minister, in clothiag white, 

Beside a grave did stand, 

With head all bare, as reading prayer, 

He held his book in hand. 
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TO MY OLB PAEISIIIONERS, 

Dark I ! 1 d 
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TO MY OLD PABISIirOWERS. 

To lay the young man's body low. 
In consecrated ground." 

Such are full-frequent things with those 

That awell beside the sea : 

Whose sails fee! every wind that blows, 

If fair or foul it be. 

Dear patient fisherman ! for you 

"Whom late I lived among, 

My lieart, that loved you, yearas anew, 

Aiid often pass before my view 

The forms of old and young. 

For love of you this tale I tell 

Of things now long agone ; 

And as the dark and lieiivy swell 

Of memory heaves on, 

With wrecks of loves once bttilded well 

As if to live for aye, 

To may shed tears like those which fell 

From him that wrole this lay 

And who again now says farewell I 

As he will always pray. 
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THE TEMPTER AT THE SIDE. 

Sbest thou tiie shadow dogging at tby feet, 

Witliout the breath of any at thy side ? 

Lo ! thei'e is one whom thou slialt never meet 

Though thou do travel earth, both long and wide ; 

Never in lonely field, — in crowded streef, — 

In joy or grief ; ivliatever thee betide, 

To meet thee face to face, nowhere shall he abide. 

Seest ^ou it at thy feet ? 

Know'st thou iiim at £hy side F 



I 
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He ever liiilh his place : 
Ever is he at liaml. 

Albeit ill the growing time of night 

"When the green things are starting eTerywhere, 

And bud and leaf, sure of ita tiny right, 

Stretches towards its God for ita blest share, 

Then on tby longing mind celestial might 

Has lighted down, and with quick vigor there 

Has settled deep and still, — yet, not the less, beware ! 

Not present to thy sight. 

The dark one loitered there. 

Albeit in the stir and throng of men, 

Catching warm influence from the glance of eye, 

And thrill of words, that full and fragrant, then, 

Go kindling to the heart, ere they vyill die. 

Thou hast not slumbered, — nor been coward, when, 

If need were, thy lone voice must rise on high. 

And thou go lone through all, — yet then that One 

Amid the crowd of men 
Oil thee he kept his eye. 
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Albeit in the liome's dear sunny scene. 
Where low and homelike sounds, of birds aod bees, 
Float ever, streaming through that sea of sheen 
And wide peace bounds the world's strange haunts 

from tlicc : 
In that, — man's noblest place, — ihy soul has been 
Like a blest soul, familiar and at ease, 
Sharing a heavenly love that sin could never seize, 
He was in that pure scene, 
Though thou wast all at ease. 

Bethink thee how thy well-kept heart has known 
Quiek-slarting thoughts, a frightful, poisonous growth ; 
Bethink thee how suggestions not thine own 
Have crept and overcome it, slow and lotli ; 
How a foul breath, o'er its bright vision blown. 
Has buried all in the thick fog of sloth : 
Dost thou not know him, yet, toraptei' and sharer, 

both ? 
He all thy moods has known, 
When willing and when loth. 

God set that shadow dogging at thy feet. 
To warn thee one was ever at thy side 
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Whate'er thy state, to pour in pranijitings moct 
From LeavBuly-guided life to draw tliee wide. 
Therefore by day that shade dotli near thee fifft, 
Nor io the night that shadow is denied 
When for God's light of day man's light h:ui hccii 

Dark shadow at thy feet, 
Dark foe is at thy side. 
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And, ill the room, a rich, soft radiance fell 

From the liigli, shaded lamp, on graceful tliinga 

"Which woman knows to choose and set so well 

That, from lier mere warm touch a new grace clings ; 

And now, in that most stiU of summer eves, 

Within the circle of the lamp's miid glow, 

A youth and maiden turnecl the pictured leaves 

Of a fair book ; their two heads bending so 

That each hears how the other's young heart heaves : 

(Ah ! think we of our own loves, long ago ?) 

Her wreathed, glossy hair now brushed his cheek ; 

Now their quick eyes, by one sure, common thrill, 

Rose toward each other's, and they did not speak, 

For strongest, quick-winged speech 

Has never learaed to reach 

Wbci-c love's fair moaning looks from cloudless 

height. 
Then she first dropped her slow lids, strong and 

And both turned lo their task, as with one will ; 
For two like these, knowing that subtile might 
Fills all their features to the utmost grace, 
Fear to show this beside each other's sight ; 
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Scarce themselves dsre to read other's face ; 
For'theii- deep lives have surely mined, below, 
Each toward the other, through the wall bctweeD, 
"Which soon shall fall, at some slight, sudden blow. 
And one wide love be where two hearts have been. 
dear young love ! Young love most bright ! 
Thou fairest thing this earth can show ! 
Old eyea will moisten at the eight, 
OM heiirls will feel the once-known glow ! 

A comely lady sat apart ; 

It might be she was deep in thought ; 

It might be that her very heart 

Must go with what her fingers wrought ; 

Never by any chance 

Her calm, wise matron-glance 

That happy scene of young love sought. 

A child, as fresh as that night's breeze, 
Bright as the gone day's light, 
Holding her own hook on her knees, 
Beneath her fast-fised sight. 
With many a half-frayed golden curl, 
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Sat near the lover's seat ; 

Through sudden leap and race and wliirl, 

Chasing some story fleet, 

Or asking oft, with knitted brow. 

The iittle-heeding lovers, how 

The words and sense could meet. 

Her little unripe heart recks less 

Of their delicious silentcess. 



The maiden's fiithei-, t 


00, whate'er 


His stately thoughts o 


r fancies were. 


Seemed, by all senses 


save of sight, 



(Utilike the mother, calm and wise,) 

Drawn to that ciivle of Ihe light 

Where the two felt each other's eyes. 

And so, in that most still of summer-eves. 

The youth aad maiden fumed their pictured leaves. 

" Read to me here," she said, and laid her hand. 
Her soft, warm hand, on his, to point him where : 
"Of 'The Night's Guest,' that I may understand 
Why there is pictured here a churchyard hare 
With rounded graves and tombs within the wal! 
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Anil the tall, shadowing yuiv-treea over all. 
Why Death stands here, within this open dooi 
That the old man wait"?, wearily, before." 
The youth glanced at tlie pictui'e while slie sa 
Her gentle words, — and longiu', — and then i 



THE NIGHTS GUEST. 

In' the evening, cold and dreary, 
Knocketh one at hostel-door, 

All the way looks dark before 
Aa the wjij' behind was weary. 

" Host ! Hast thou a thambcr quiet ? 

I have come a weary way ; 
Fain would rest till early day, 

Far from wiuked din of viol." 

" I have many a quiet chamber, 
Out of reach of human call ; 

And npon the oiitei- wall 

Scented briar and eyjiress clajnber." 
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" Q,uj<^k ! O Friend ! I may not tail 
I am all with (oil forespcnt : 

And ray ai;]iiTig knees are bent 
With the weary weight I carry." 

Rough vo;i:e(] was the Host an'l Siirl; 

Yet he spake in softened tone : 
" Hast a load, and art alone ? 

Go not lo thy rest so early." 

" Host, I am with travel broken : 
Slumber weighetli on my eyes : 

Yet I taka in courteous wise 

What in courteous wise nas spoken 

" Lo ! the load, that doth me cumber 
T is but this my body's weight; 

I have borne it far and late ; 
Now 1 long for restful slumber." 

" Yet I give but friendly warning," 
Said the Host in softened tone ; 

" Why, then, wilt thou go alone, 
Since thou goest at early morning ? 
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" Host I I go not lience iinfrioiidBd, 

1 have comradea for the way. 
No* no longer bid me stay ; 

Let this longaome daj- be ended." 

" Yfta ! tut I have chambers many. 
Meet for many a different guest ; 

One in hallowed bed hath rest, 
One lies down unblest of any." 

" Not so far I eome uiishriven ; 

Weepina; sore I sought release : 
To my soul was spoken peace ; 

Pledges twain to me were given." 

" Yet forgive mo : though (hovi seekest, 
Weary, nought but wekome rest, 

Take roy warning, O my Guest, 

Prove (hose things whereof tliou speakcst 

" Art thou of the Holy number ? 

Dost thou know the Blessed Lord ? 
Canst thou give the Holy Word ? 

Thou in hallowed bed sbalt slunibor." 
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" I may claim by Holy Motlier, 

For the Blood that stained the Treo ; 

And the Word slic gave to me 
Is, Tho Ci-oss : I know no other." 

" Now no more I may deny fhce ; 

Chide me not, mine honored guest, 
That I kept thee from thy rest ; 

'Tivas the King that bade me try thee. 

" Waiteth now thy quiet chamber. 
Thou wilt lie in hallowed bed, 

Cross's sign above tliy head. 

O'er the wall shall roses olamber." 

" Thou hast well those pledges taken — 
Be thy slumber calm and sweet. 

Till at early day, thou greet 

Him whose voice shall thee awaken.." 



word and gesture 
Went the host before his guest : 
Lighted him to place of rest : 
Help'd him doff his soiled vesture. 
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Laid ]iim down in eliamber quiet, 
He tiat came from ■woary way, 

Resting until early day. 

Far from wicked din. of riot. 

The two were graver when, the tale was done ; 

Then said the maiden, gently, "But one thing, 

One human thing, shall last ; oh, surely one ! " 

And he said " Yes I no changing time c-an bring 

A change to tliia ! " So said lie for her ear ; 

And when they parted, wishing, each, " Good night ! " 

Again she said, " Life's journey is not drear : 

I see a pathway long and very bright." 

So said she, with her voice most kind and dear. 

And their two loves met at each other's lip. 

Can life be drear that has such fellowship ? 

" If it be God's — " she said, and she was right : 

Peace to thee, O dear love ! Good night ! Good 

night ! 
For not till youth, and life, and death, is o'er, 
Shall this life's love, made heavenly, be no more. 
And the short story of the tired Night's Guest 
Shows how that love at even goes to rest 

184r, JS59. 
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Woe for the brave ship Oi'ient ! 

Woe for the old ship Orient ! 

For in broad, broad light, and with land in sight. 

Where the waters bubbled white, 

One great sharp shriek ! One shudder of affright ! — 

And — 

down went the brave old ship, the Orient ! 

It was the fairest day in the merry month of May, 

And sleepiness had settled on the seas ; 

And we had our white sail set, high up, and higher 

And our flag flashed and flutfered at its ease ; 
The Cross of St. George, that in mountain and in 

gorge, — 
On the hot and dusty plain, — 
On the tiresome, trackless main, — 
Conquering out, — conquering home again, — 
Had flamed, the world over, on the breeze. 
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Ours was the far-famed Albion, 

And she had her best look of might and beauty 

As she swept across the seas that day. 

The wind was fair and soft, both alow and aloft 

And we ivore the even hours away. 

The steadying sun heaved up, as day drew on, 

And there grew a long swell of the sea. 

And, first in upper air, then under, everywhere, 

From the topmost towering sail 

Down, down to -quarter-rail, 

The wind began to breathe more free. 

It was soon to breathe its last. 

For a wild and bitter blast 

Was the master of that stormy day to be. 

" Ho ! Hiiloa ! A sail ! " was the topman's hail : 

" A sail, hull-down upoD our lee ! " 

Then with sea-glass to his eye, 

And his gray locks blowing by. 

The Admiral sought what she might be, 

And from top, and from deck, 
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Was it ship ? "Was it wreck ? A far-off, far-off 

speck. 
Of a sudden we found upon our lee. 

On the round waters wide, floated no thing beside, 

Bat we and the stranger sail : 

And a hazy sky, that threatened storm, 

Came coating the heaven so blue and warm, 

And ahead hung the portent of a gale ; 

A black bank hanging there 

When the order came, to wear, 

Was remembered, ever after, in the tale. 

Across the long, slow swell 

That scarcely rose and fell. 

The wind began to blow out of the cloud ; 

And scarce an hour was gone ere the gale was 

And through our strained rigging howled aloud. 
Before the stormy wind, that was maddening behind. 
We gathei-ed in our canvas farthest spread. 
Black clouds had started out 
From the heavens ail about. 
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And the welkin grew ail black overliead. 

But though stronger and more strong 

The fierce gaie rushed along, 

The stranger brought her old wind in her breast. 

Up came tlie ship fram. the far-off sea, 

And on with the strong wind's breath rushed we. 

She grew to the eje, against tlie clo»d«d sky. 

And eagerly her points and gear we guessed. 

As we made her out, at last, 

Slie was maimed in spar and mast 

And she hugged the easy brecae for rest 

We could see the old wind fail 

At the nearing of our gale ; 

Wo could see them lay their course with the wind ; 

Still we neared and iicared her fast, 

Hurled on by our fierce blast, 

With the seas tumbling headlong behind. 

She had come out of some stoim, and, in many 

a busy swarm, 
Her crew were refilling, aa they might, 
The wreck of upper spars 
That had left their ugly scars, 
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As if the ship had come out of a fighi. 

We scanned her well, as we drifted by : 

A strange old ship, with her poop built high. 

And with quarter- grtlleries wide, 

And a huge beaked prow, as no ships are builded 

And carvings all strange, beside. 

A Byzantine bark, and a ship of name and mark 

Long years and generations ago ; 

Ere any mast or yard of ours was growing hard 

With the seasoning of long Norwegian snow. 

She was the brave old Orient, 

The old imperial Orient, 

Brought down fj-om times afar 

Not such as our ships are, 

But unchanged in hull and unchanged in spar. 

Since mighty ships of war were builded so. 

Down Jier old black side poured the water in a tide. 
As they toiled to get the better of a leak : 
We had got a signal set in the shrouds. 
And our men through the storm looked on in 
crowds : — 
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lifted 



But tolled at the work Ihat was to do ; 

It warmed our English blood 

When across the stormy flood, 

"We saw the old sliip and her crew. 

The glories and the memories of other days agone 

Seemed clinging to the old ship, as in storm she 

labored on. 
The old ship Orient ! 
The brave, imperial Orient ! 

All that stormy night through, our ship was lying-to 
Whenever we eould keep her to the wind ; 
But late in the next day we gained a quiet bay. 
For the tempest had left us far behind. 
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So before the sunny town 

Went our anchors splashing down ; 

Our sails we hung all out to the sun ; 

While airs from off the steep 

Came playing at bo-peep 

With our canvas, hour by hour, in their fun. 

We leaned on boom or ruil with many a lazy tale 

Of the work of tlie storm that had died ; 

And watched, with idle eyes, 

Our floats, like summei- flies, 

Riding lazily about the ship's side. 

Suddenly they cried, from the other dedi. 

That the Orient was goue to wreck ! 

That her bull lay high on a broken shore, 

And the brave old ship would float no more. 

But we heard a sadder tale, ere the night came on, 

And a truer tale, of the ship tliat was gone. 

They had seen from the height. 

As she came from yester-night. 

While the storm had not goue by, and the sea was 

running higli, 
A ship driving heavily to land ; 
A strange great shij), (so she seemed to be 
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While slie tumbled anil rolled on tte far-off sea, 

And strange when she foiled, near at liaad,) 

But some ship of mark and fame, 

Though crippled, then, and lame. 

And that must have been gallantly manned. 

So she came, driving fast ; 

They could fell her men, at last ; 

There were harbors down the coast on her lee s 

When, strangely, she broached to, — 

Then, with her gallant crew. 

Went headlong down into the sea. 

That was the Orient ; 
The brave old Orient : 
Such a ship as never more will be. 
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THE NoitTH. Witli Plates. 7B cents. 
The FoitKST Exiles. With fine Plates. 75 cents. 
The Bush Boys, With fine Plates. 75 cents. 
The Young Yagers. With flne Plates. 75 cents. 
Ran Away to Ska : An Autobiogkaphy roR Boys. 

Witli fine Plfttes. 75 cents. 

The Boy Tar: A Voyage in the Dark. A New 
Book. With flno Plates. 76 cents. 

Goethe. 

Wilhelm Meisteb. Translated ijy Carlyle. 2 vols. 

Faust. Translated by TTayward. 75 cents. 
Faust. Translated by Cftar^es 5". Bronts. fl.OO. 
CoHRESPONDKKCit WITH A Child. Setlina. 1 vol. 12mo, 
81.26. 
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Rev. Charles Lowell. 



Rev. F. W. Robertson. 

Sermons. Fii^t Series, $1.00. 

" Second " $1.00. 

Third " «1.00. 

" Foarth " $1.00. 

Lectures and Addresses on Literary at 

Topics, $1.U0. 

R. H. Stoddard. 

Poems. Cloth. 63 cents. 

Advkntomes in Fairy Land. 75 cents. 

SoNOS Olf SoMMER. 7a cents. 



George Lunt. 



Lyric Poems, &g. Cloth. 63 centa. 

Julia. A Poem. 50 cents. 

TnitEB Eras op New England. $1.00. 

Philip James Bailey. 

The Mystic, and other Poems. 50 cents. 
The Ancel World, &e. 50 cents. 
The Aob, a Satire. 75 cenfs. 

Anna Mary Howitt. 

An Art Student in Munich. $1.25. 
A School of Lire. A Story. 75 cents. 

Mary Russell Mitford. 

Our Village. Illustrated. 2 vols. IGmo. 82.50. 
Athebton, AND OTHER Stories. 1 vol. 16mo. fl.25. 
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Josiah Phillips Quincy. 

Lyteria : A Dramatic Poem. 50 cents. 
CnARicLEK ; A Dramatic Poem. 50 cenis. 

Grace Greenwood. 

Gebenwood Leaves. Ist and 2d Series, ttl.35 eacTi. 
Poetical Wouks. With fine Portrait. 75 cents. 
History of My Pets. With six fiae Engravings. Scarlet 

Rbcollectiohs oe My Childhood. With six fine En- 
gravings. ScHriet cloth. 60 cents. 
HAPa AND Mishaps op a Tour in Europe. 11.25. 
Mekrie Ekgi-anq. 75 cents. 
A Forest Tragedy, and other Tat.es. 11.00. 
Stories and Legends. 75 cents. 
Stories from Famous Ballads. Illustrated. 50 cents. 

Mrs. Crosland. 

Ltdia : A Woman's Booe. Cloth. 75 cents. 
English Tales and Sketches. Cloth. ftl.OO. 
Memorable Women. Illustrated. Sl.OO. 

Mrs. Jameson. 

Charactehistics of Women. Blue and Gold. 75 cents. 

Loves of the Poets. " 

Diahy of an Ennuy^e " 

Sketches of Art, &c. " 

Studies and Stohies. " 

Italian Painters. " 

Mrs. Mowatt. 

Autobiography of an Actress. $1.: 
Plays. Armand and Fashion. 50 ei 
Mimic Lipb. 1 voL $1.25. 
The Twin Eoses. I vol. 75 cents. 
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Mrs. Howe. 

Passior Flowrrs. 75 cents. 
Words bok the Houk. 75 cents. 
The WoitLD'a Own. 50 cents. 
A Trip to Cuba, 1 vol. 16mo. 75 ci 



Alice Gary. 



Poems. 1 to1. 16ino. SI. 00. 
Clovernook Childres. With Plates. 



Mrs. Eliza B. Lee. 

Memoir of the Buck minsters. Rl.25. 
Flokescb, the Parish Orphan. 60 cents. 
Pabthenia. 1 vol. 16mo. SI.OO. 



Samuel Smiles. 



Life of George Stephenbok ; Engineer. SI.OO, 
Self Help ; with Illustrations of Ciiai 



Blanchard Jerrold. 

Douglas Jeruold's Wit. 7S cente. 

Life and Letters of Douglas Jerrold, $1.00. 

Trelawny, 

Keoollections of Shelley and Byron. 75 cents. 

Charles Sprague. 

Poetical and Probe Writings. With fine Portrait. 

Mrs. Lawrence. 

Light on the Dark Kiver ; or Memoirs of Mrs. 

Hahlin, 1 vol. 16mo, Cloth. SLOO 
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Mrs. Judson. 

ij- Fanny Forrester. 2 vols. $1.75, 
The Kathayan Slave, and Other Papees. 1 

My Two Sistbrs; a Sketch pkom Memory. SO c< 

G. A. Sala. 

A .ToonE-KY DUi! North. $1.00. 

Thomas W. Parsons. 
rouMs. $1.00. 



John G. Saxe. 



P0BM3. With Portrait. Boards. 63 cunts. Clotli. 75 (ients. 
The Money Kino, and otbub Poems. 1 yol, 75 cents 

Charles T. Brooks. 

German Lyrics. Translated. 1 vol 16mo. Cloth. $1.00. 

Tom Brown. 

Sohool Days at Rugby. By An Old Boy. 1 vol. IGmo. 

$1.00. 
The Same. Elustrated edition. $1.60. 
The Scoduisg op thk White House, or tiik Long- 

Vacaiioh Holiday op a Londou Clbbk, By Tin Antlior 
of ' School Days at Rwjby.' \ vol. 16mo. £1.00. 
Tom Brown at Oxford. A Sequel to School Days at 
Rugby. PnrlB I to IV. 12 nents each. 

Leigh Hunt. 

Poems. Blue and Gold. 2 vols. Sl.aO. 

Gerald Massey. 

Poetical Works. Blue and Gold. 75 cents. 
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C. W. Upham. 



W. M. Thackeray. 

Ballads. 1 vol. Ifinio. 75 cents. 

Charles Mackay. 

Poems. 1 vol. Cloth. fl.OO. 

George H. Boker. 

Plays and Pokmh. 2 vols. $2.00. 

Matthew Arnold, 

FoEMS, 75 cents. 

Henry T. Tuckerman. 

Poems. Cloth. 75 tents. 

James G. Percival. 

Poetical Works. 3 vols. Blue and Gold. $1.75. 

Paul H. Hayne. 

Poems. 1 vol. ISmo. 63 cents. 

AvoLio, A Legend of the Island of Cos ; and other 
Poems. I vol. 75 cents. 

Mrs. A. C. Lowell. 

Seed-Grain fob Thought and Discussion. 2 vola. 

!tl.76. 

Education of Gikls. 25 cents. 
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G. H. Lewes. 

The Life AND WoKKS OF Goethe. 2 vols. IGmo. f2.50. 

Washington Allston. 

MoNALDi, A Tale. 1 vol. Ifimo. 75 cents. 

Arthur P. Stanley. 

Life and Cokuesposdknce of De. Arnold. 2 vols. 

S3.00. 

Henry Kingsley. 

Recollections OF Gboffey Hamlyn. A Novel. $1.25. 

Dr. John C. Warren. 

The Preskhvation op Health, &o. 1 yol. 38 cents. 
Lii'iK. By Edward Warren, M. D. Compiled chiefly from 
his Private Journals. 2 vols. Svo. 83.50. 

Joseph T. Buckingham. 



Theophilus Parsons. 

A Memoih Of Chief Justice Theophilus Parsons, 
WITH Notices op some of his Co.ntbmi 
Son. With Portrait. 1 vol. 12mo. 81.60. 



Goldsmith. 

The Vicar of Wakefibld. Illustrated Edlti 

Horace Mann. 

Thoughts fok a Tounq Man. 35 cents. 
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Dr. William E. Coale. 

Hints on Health. 3d Edition. 63 tents. 

Lord DufFerin. 

A Yacht Voyage or 6,000 Mitus. $1.00. 

Fanny Kemble. 

FOEMS. Enlarged Edition. Sl.OO. 

Owen Meredith. 

Poetical Works. Blue and Gold. 78 centa. 

Arago. 

BioGHAPHiEa OF Distinguished Scientifio Men. 

16mo. 3 vols. 83.00. 

R. H. Dana, Jr. 



John Neal. 

Teue Womanhood. A Novel. 1vol. $1.25. 

JuUa Kavanagh. 

Seven Ybajis. A Voldme of Stories. 8vo. Paper. 



G. J. Whyte Melville. 

HoLMBY HoDSB ; A Tale oe Old Noeth. 
8vo. Paper. 
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